Siam
autumn, of falling leaves, as in the forests of
France, comes to augment for me all at once
the nameless melancholy of these ruins.
I thought I should be alone to wander till
nightfall in these high galleries.   But, while I
am watching, between the massive bars of a
window, the sun, which before setting is turn-
ing everything to fire, some visitors, behind
me, arrive with timid, velvety steps, old grey-
bearded men.   Their costumes proclaim them
to be pilgrims from  Burmah.   Before each
Buddha  they make a  salutation,  deposit a
flower, and light a stick of incense.   Even to
the most shapeless debris littering the floor,
they pay a reverence, and whenever the remnant
is in any way recognisable, an arm, a worm-
eaten trunk, a head without a body, they stop
and plant close by, between the joints of the
pavement, one of their burning sticks.   And
thus once more the dead and musty air in
which these images  and these  vestiges are
achieving their return to dust is filled for a
moment with a suave fragrance.
One of the pilgrims, however, the leader of
the band, whispers something which seems to
signify "Let us hasten, night is  approach-
ing, and would overtake  us  in  the ruins."
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